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Ch | 


Author's Notes: 
Marked for Megadeth for later chapters. 


Kirk was at the mirror, but focused on his hands. He was used to playing for long periods of time, he was used 
to slicing his fingers up and down the strings, but tonight he felt he had to check to see how badly he'd 
damaged himself. Not that he cared, nothing could bring him down tonight. 


There was a ruckus outside his room, and he looked up for a moment, listening. There was laughing, muffled 
talking and then a slam against the door that made Kirk jump reflexively. He opened the door to have Lars 
come stumbling in, laughing so hard he could hardly breathe. The front of Kirk's shirt, already moist from 


sweat, was now fully soaked in beer from James’ cup. 


"Hey!" Lars laughed, leaning on Kirk for support. James still had an easy smile to his face, but matured himself 
enough, now that Kirk was watching, to calm down a bit. He grunted and wiped his nose, at the same time 
nodding to Kirk, before he headed down the hall, staggering a bit. "Where you going?" Lars called out from 


inside Kirk's room, stretching his body around the door frame, and almost falling over. 


"Gonna get another drink," James gruffed back, and kept going. 


While Lars chuckled to himself and made himself at home in Kirk's room, Kirk peered down the hall after 
James. He thought about asking if he'd be alright, but this was hardly the first time in his short time with 
Metallica that he'd seen James drunk. Kirk was already buzzed himself, so he just dropped it. 


Upon finding the hotel room bed, Lars threw himself on it, back first, and let out a giggly whoop. Kirk grinned, 
but hung by the door, not sure if anyone else was going to be stumbling in or out of his room right now. 


"Why aren't you downstairs partying with us, Kirk?" he asked, sitting up. Hair stuck to his forehead and cheek, 
the free strands going every which way about his head. His small chest was heaving and his knuckles white as 


he gripped the edge of the bed, but that giant smile on his face didn't fade a watt. 

"0, | was gonna go down there,” Kirk assured, stepping closer from the door. "| was just." 
"Just what?" Lars interrupted. "Putting your face on? Powdering your nose?" 

Kirk let out a breathy, self-conscious laugh. "No." 


"Shut the door, Kirk” Kirk paused for a moment, but he did as he was told Lars smiled at him. "Don't want just 


any assholes peeking in" 


"Ya, sure," Kirk replied, easy going, and approached Lars in as just an easy going manner. He had not had the 
chance to spend much time with any of his new band mates alone, so he welcomed this change of pace. And 


there was something about Lars’ Devil-may-care attitude that put him at ease, even though it was clear that 


the boy had drunk more than his share that night. 


"Got your guitar in here?" Lars asked eagerly, and his face burst into a glowing grin when Kirk nodded. He took 
it from Kirk's hands and started playing with it without putting the strap over his shoulders. Kirk laughed at 
his antics, standing back with his arms crossed, one hand at his mouth while Lars head banged to his 
improvised and severely off key, acoustic ditty. Kirk really started laughing when Lars started singing, that was 


even worse than his playing. 
“Alright, wise guy!" Lars jokingly exclaimed, handing the guitar back. "Lets see you do better!" 


Lars stood while Kirk slipped the strap over his shoulders, stepping behind him. He wasn't nervous to have Lars 
standing so close, but he did tense when the other boy reached around his body to put his hands on his 
guitar, both hands touching Kirk's. Leaning over so he could look Kirk in the eye, Lars explained, "| want you to 


teach me." 


Kirk snorted, looked Lars in the face for a moment, then turned his attention to the strings. "What? You wanna 
be a guitarist now?" he scoffed, but still he began strumming out a melody slowly, allowing Lars' fingers to sit 


upon his own, as if to learn the proper placements. He took Lars' right hand by the thumb and used it to 
strum, but Lars took his hand away to push it into one of Kirk's pockets. 


"What are you doing?" Kirk giggled, wriggling as the other's fingers pried their way through the tight fabric of 
one pocket and then the other. 


"Looking for your pics," Lars replied, as if it were obvious. "Ahhh, | know where they are." He shoved his hand 
down the back pocket roughly, making Kirk yell out and jerk. He couldn't move too far, though, still anchored 
close to Lars' body by that hand on the neck of his guitar. Kirk felt his face heat up and his breath catch in 
his throat, and he was sure that Lars was taking his time retrieving his hand, or maybe he was just imagining 
things. 


“Alright, | can play now," Lars said, bringing his right hand back with the stolen pic, and started haphazardly 
strumming. This time a decent sound came out, as Kirk's fingers were frozen to the fretboard, a bit tighter 
than usual. 


Kirk grunted his throat clear and decided to go ahead and give his new friend a lesson. He held Lars’ hand 
gently, but firmly, and guided it as he helped Lars fret a simple chord, and then another. As he showed Lars 
more fingerings and had him try them out on his own, while still plastered to Kirk's back of course, he began 
to loosen up and thought to himself that this could actually be a pretty effective way to teach guitar. Talk 


about hands on training. 

After a while he was sliding Lars' forefinger down the string, then back up a few frets, and Lars seemed 
pretty impressed by the sounds he was making, albeit with Kirk's help. Then he let go and rubbed his 
fingertips, grinning. 


"You're pretty good," Kirk said with a laugh, and Lars exaggeratedly ate up the half-fake praise. He chuckled 
and started playing something. 


"Kirk?" 
"Hmm?" Kirk answered, focused on his fingers. 
"Do you like boys?" 


Kirk stopped and looked at him, though he took his time in doing so. Lars wasn't smiling now. "What?" he said, 
feeling his guitar hang from his shoulders like a dead weight. 


"IFs ok, you can tell me," Lars said. "Cuz | do." 
Kirk frowned and gave him a hard look, searching for any hint that he might be lying. "You're gay?" he asked 


carefully, his frown deepening. Most of all, he was wondering why Lars had decided to tell him this, and right 


now, of all times. 


"Yes," Lars said matter-of-factly. "And its no secret" His eyes appeared even more searching, and Kirk felt 
the urge to take a step back, even though Lars had not made a move towards him. "I don't know how it was in 


Exodus, but we don't keep secrets from each other here." 
Kirk let out a halted, nervous breath. "But I'm not gay," he said in a very unsure voice. "Well, | mean." 


Lars walked over to him and put his hands to Kirk's neck, slowly, gently bringing the strap over Kirk's head, and 
he placed the guitar on the bed. Kirk could only be still and let this happen. Lars then sat on the bed and said, 
"Sit with me. | hate straining my neck" He laughed, and so did Kirk, although nervously, as he took a seat. Lars 
turned so he was facing him and stared at Kirk with a strangely lucid intensity, considering how drunk he had 


appeared earlier. 


"You're probably wondering how | could tell," Lars said with a smug grin, and he took one of Kirk's hands in 
both of his own Kirk did not pull away, but he didn't turn to face him, either. "People like you and me are 


different, Kirk. We're born different from everyone else, and we know how to find each other." 


Kirk turned to look at him, amazed that someone he hadn't spent more than a few minutes alone with until 
tonight was telling him this. It sounded so mystical, the way he was describing it, Kirk was half nodding in 
assent without even realizing it. 


"There's nothing to be ashamed of," Lars added with a flash of ferocity, his hands squeezing. "You don't ever 
have to be ashamed of that, got it?" 


"|but I." 


Lars leaned over and pressed his lips onto Kirk's, and held his head still with his hand, quelling Kirk's timid 
struggling. His other hand slid down Kirk's arm and went for his hands, which were tense fists at his lap, and 
eased them, encouraging him to loosen up. Lars took it easy on him, kissing him very gently, but still taking the 
lead. In just a few seconds he had Kirk joining in. 


When Lars pulled away, Kirk leaned forward a tiny bit, his eyes half closed. Lars grinned smugly as Kirk 
emerged from his daze, but kept his hand still on Kirk's. "You were saying?" he asked coyly, pursing his lips. 


Kirk gazed at the ground for a moment, battling the surging emotions, especially the peaceful, eager one that 
dared him to be ok with this. Then he turned back to Lars and went for another kiss, but Lars stopped him 
with a finger on his lips, gently pushing him back where he was. "That's all you get tonight," he whispered with 


a slight tremor to his voice, though his eyes were just as intense as ever. 


Throwing a thick handful of hair over his shoulder and taking in a cleansing breath, Lars composed himself and 
sat up straighter, while Kirk watched, eager-eyed, hanging on Lars' every movement. He was beginning to feel 
that the room was too hot, or that his shirt collar too constricting on his throat, and it took all his effort not 
to yell out at Lars. Yell what, he didn't plan that far, but he wanted to yell something. Anything to get him to 


talk to him, or look at him. For a moment he feared that what just happened actually hadn't really happened at 


all. 


Someone pounded on the door, and without any hesitation, Lars got up and answered it. "You're still here?" 


James asked, leaning on the door frame. 


"Come on, ya big lug," Lars laughed, taking hold of James, draping the taller boy's arms around him, and he led 


him inside. 


"I can walk!" James protested, but leaned on Lars anyway. Kirk moved to the foot of the bed as Lars sat 
James down. Kirk felt a bit awkward as he watched Lars tend to his friend, patting his back, saying things Kirk 
couldn't hear, letting him lean on him. And then he watched Lars kiss James the same way that he had kissed 


him. 


His lips drifted apart as he saw how James fumbled his hands up Lars' shoulders, grunting, but not fighting 
him off. He saw Lars pull away and wink at him. The little brunette even swept his tongue along his bottom lip 


to drink in whatever had been in James' mouth. 


"Hey," James grunted, finally pushing Lars away, though any movement too harsh sent a wave of nausea 
through him. "Godammit, Lars," he growled, holding a hand to his mouth lest he give in to his bodily needs and 
throw up. 


"Don't worry about Kirk!" Lars assured, slapping James on the back. James moaned and closed his eyes. Lars 
opened his mouth to say something more, but decided against it. Instead he looked at Kirk over James’ lowered 


shoulders and said, "Wanna help me?" 


Kirk made a slight grimace, but he helped Lars lift James from the bed and walk him down the hall to his own 
room. It was just a few rooms over, but every step was a struggle, with James groaning loudly, his feet 


dragging. A violent spasm rocked his body, and Lars reached up to put his hand over James’ mouth. 


"Not here, not here!" he urged. "Deep breath, that's it. We're almost there, honey." With one arm struggling to 
support James' mostly dead weight, Lars undertook the challenge of pulling a key from his pocket and throwing 
it to Kirk, who unlocked and opened the door for them in an automatic, thoughtless motion. 


The boy remained at the doorway, with the key still in the hole, the plastic tag clattering against the door as 
it was bashed out of the way from two bodies stumbling past. He watched Lars lead James into the bathroom 
and was able to see very easily from the door the smaller of the two guide James to his knees and hold his 
hair back as he puked. James’ jerking body and guttural, wet sounds were nothing to Kirk as he just stood 
there, staring stupidly. Only when James stumbled when he tried to stand up did Kirk finally snap out of it. 


"Do you need me to.to do anything?" he asked awkwardly, suddenly feeling like he had no right to be there. 


Lars just smiled at him, even as he struggled with James' body and his own footing. There was a mess on the 


tiles now; any misstep and they'd both go down. "Nope!" he said, breathing heavily, as he helped James to sit 
down and peeled off his shirt. "I got it, honey. Thank you!" 


While Lars busied himself with James, Kirk pulled the key out and took the time to set it on the TV desk by 
the bed. He noticed that it was already a mess, with a few articles of clothing on the floor by it. There was 
Lars' shirt by the foot of the bed, and those were definitely James' jeans in the middle of the floor. 


Kirk left the room with his teeth clenched, with the sound of the shower water running, with the memory of 


Lars calling him "honey" churning his stomach. 


Ch 2 


Lars couldn't sleep. He was lying on the bed, with his arms beneath his head and one of James’ arms draped 
over his chest, his head in the crook of his neck It was cold in that room but James couldn't bear to have 


any blankets or sheets over him, so they there they lay, still damp from the shower, skin prickling. 


When the weight of James' head became too much to bear, Lars shifted as gently as he could, easing James 
onto the pillow beside him. There were still distinct sounds of the party going on downstairs, but he lay on his 
side, propped up one elbow, stroking James’ hair as if he could only hear the blond's breathing. 


He thought about what he'd done to Kirk, and he didn't regret it. He wasn't even that drunk. He had planned 
that for a while now, but unlike everything else he did, he didn't try to plan exactly what he was going to do. 
He wanted to find out if Kirk was gay, and let whatever happen, happen 


He didn't expect James to barge in on them, but looking back on it now, he believed that he handled the 
situation well enough, even managing to let Kirk know exactly where he stood with him in the process. Or so he 


hoped. Everyone takes things differently, after all. 


James was beginning to really sleep now. The grunts and muffled, nonsensical words had faded into rhythmic, 
slow breathing. Lars got up and got dressed and brushed his hair. The light that bled through the curtains 
from outside was enough for him to see what he was doing without turning on a light. It was also enough to 


illuminate just the slightest hint of James‘ face as Lars leaned down to kiss it. 


At the door, he looked back at James, feeling love in his heart, yet his eyes were hard. A sigh, and he shut 


the door without a sound. 


He went to Kirk's room and knocked. There was no light on in there, and no sounds, but still he knocked again 
and called Kirk's name until the door was finally opened. "What do you want?" Kirk grumbled, peering out from 


the small opening he made with the door. "Need me to carry your boyfriend around again?" 


Lars made a face and lowered his head a bit. "Just lemme in," he sighed. "Or, come on out and let's take a 


walk." He peered up from beneath his drying bangs. "Please? | wanna talk to you." 


"Then talk," Kirk snapped, but he made no move to let him in, or even turn on the light. "Hurry up and tell me 


what you wanna tell me, ‘cuz | wanna go to bed." 
"Kirk," Lars said, more firmly this time. "Don't be like this.." 
"You can't fucking play me, Lars," Kirk snapped. As he got angry, his nostrils flared, his lips pursed and any bit 


of saliva that flicked on them shone in the light from the hallway. Lars took in every detail. "I'm not..you..you 
can't just fuck with me like that" 


"It was just a kiss," Lars replied softly, sliding his hand along the door till it reached the doorknob. He didn't 
clasp it or try to push open the door, and yet this simple action was already making Kirk nervous. Kirk grabbed 
his end of the doorknob tightly in response. 


"Just a kiss, huh?" he said, and started to shut the door. Lars held it open without much pressure. "You're an 
asshole," he spat, and stormed back into the dark recesses of his room, leaving the door open. Lars smiled to 


himself and waited a few moments before entering. 


He turned on the light and slowly approached the boy with his face in his hands, thick, dark cork-screw curls 
stumbling over his arms. "Hey," he said softly, moving closer. He slowly got to his knees by Kirk's feet and put 
on hand on the boy's knee. "Hey, sweetheart." he cooed, 


Kirk slapped his hand off. "What are you calling me that for?" he spat. "That's what you call James!" 


"Because you are sweet," Lars answered. Kirk didn't slap away his hand a second time, but only sat and glared 
with confusion on his face. "That really meant something to you, didn't it?" 


Kirk glared. "Fuck no. It was just a stupid kiss." He looked away and held his arms as Lars got up to sit next to 
him. He glared at the opposite wall and breathed heavily as he felt Lars’ thigh pressing against his own. 


"| didn't mean it that way," Lars said softly, gazing at Kirk He put his hand on Kirk's knee very softly, just 
barely grazing it with his fingertips. He knew he had to be very careful. 


"Then what did you mean?" Kirk grunted, still not looking at him. 


Lars made a small sound and shrugged, focusing now on drawing little circles on Kirk's knee with his fingernail. 
He pressed himself a bit closer and put his other arm behind Kirk's back, resting his hand on the bed just by 
his hip. He was in the position to so very easily grab Kirk, or push him onto the bed, but he made no such 
move. He waited, and answered, "I don't know. | mean, ya, at first | was just, you know." 


"Playing around?" Kirk said, accusingly, and he turned to face them, bringing his face very close to the other's. 


He turned away to stare at the floor ahead of him. 


"Sure, you could say that," Lars whispered. "| wasn't trying to play you, though. | just." he sighed, and Kirk 
looked at him, his lips set tight, but his eyes large, waiting. "Look, | just wanted to. | thought you were fucking 


cute ever since you got here, Kirk, | won't lie to you. | wanted to do a lot more than kiss you when | first saw 


you." 


Kirk curled his lip into a half assed sneer, but Lars could tell by the relaxing of his body, that this was making 
him feel better. "So it was just a harmless, innocent little kiss," he continued. "I didn't mean that it meant 


nothing to me, l.l don't know what | meant. But it still meant something." 


Kirk didn't say anything for a while, and Lars waited. The hand that rested behind the brunette ventured up 


Kirk's back, very gently stroking his shirt. "Well, what about James?" he asked, and his arms tightened against 
his chest. 


Lars smiled and held Kirk's shoulder. "ls that all you're worried about?" 

Kirk frowned. "Aw, come on, man, what are you saying? | thought you and him were.." 
"We have an open relationship," Lars stated with a smug smile. 

"You mean, like," Kirk muttered, his brow furrowed. "Like, you can date other people?" 


"Within reason, ya. As long as I'm still there to take care of him when he gets shit faced, then I'm allowed to 
have fun on the side." He smiled, but Kirk only frowned harder. "Not that you're.look that sounds worse than it 


iS... 


Kirk wrenched free of Lars' hands and stood up. "Ya, that does sound pretty bad," he said, frowning at Lars. "I 
don't think | like the idea of." he crossed his arms and let out a frustrated scowl. "Just forget it." 


"Honey, me and James aren't married," Lars said, shoulders sagging a bit. He was watching Kirk carefully. Once 
again he was filled with the desire to just get up and grab him, but he stayed still. "And why can't we just 
have fun, huh? We're friends, right?" 


Kirk turned to look at him, his glare easing up a bit. His lips came together in that pout that sent off fireworks 
in Lars' head, but Lars was sure that Kirk didn't even realize how he looked right then. Kirk allowed himself to 
be pulled back closer to Lars, but kept his arms tight on his chest. 


"Why can't we just take it easy and let whatever happens happen, huh?" Lars stroked Kirk's lower back as he 
gazed up at him, and met his eyes with a friendly smile. 


"It just, it feels kinda weird." Kirk muttered, flicking his eyes from Lars’. 


"Why? You can do whatever you want, that's the point, babe," Lars said, that carefree attitude coming back. 
He'd walked into that room feeling confident, but now he was able to show it, and put Kirk at ease with it. 
"You're not stuck with me, just as you don't have to hide your feelings for me. It's the 80s, Kirk," he laughed, 
and his hand crept beneath Kirk's shirt. Kirk let out a tense sigh and bit his lip. "We don't have to live by those 
old fashioned rules anymore. | mean, aren't you already flying in the face of convention by kissing another 


boy?" 


When Kirk looked down, he had Lars’ sly, but hearty grin flashing for him, and he couldn't help but smile too. 
"And | have you to teach me how it's done, right?" he said, biting his lip to control his grin. 


"That's right," Lars grinned and slid his other hand up Kirk's thigh to his hip. His body rubbed against Kirk's 
when he stood up. He put his arms around Kirk's back, gazing at him through half-lidded eyes. Reaching up for 


Kirk's lips, he hovered his own just out of reach. Kirk's bottom lip touched Lars’, and he stepped away with a 
chuckle. "I told you, no more tonight." Kirk blushed and this time knew he was pouting. 


‘lm going to bed," Lars said at the door, while Kirk leaned against the door frame, all smiles and starry eyes. 


"0, and do me a favor?" 

"Ya?" Kirk said eagerly. 

"Don't mention this to James tomorrow," he said, twirling his finger in Kirk's hair. 
"But.but you said." 


Lars let his fingertips graze the smooth, soft skin of Kirk's cheek as he pulled his hand back. "He always acts 
weird when he sees me with other guys. I'll tell him myself." 


"You sure he'll be ok with this?" 


"Of course! He just doesn't want anyone to break my heart” He smiled and blew Kirk a kiss. "Sleep well, babe." 
Once the door was closed, Lars broke into an ecstatic, wild grin and pumped his fist. He had been pretty sure 
he'd smooth this over, but he didn't expect it to go that well. He was off scot-free now. For a moment he 

stroked the hair on his shoulder in a dreamy way, marveling at how well that went. He really is pretty sweet, 


he thought to himself. 


He shook his head, and shook off all those lovey dovey thoughts before he slid into bed beside James. As his 
boyfriend snored lightly, Lars lay his head on his chest and wrapped one leg over the other's thighs. He lay in 
bed for a while, with James’ heartbeat in his ear, feeling his entire body move with every rise and fall of 

James' chest. The real situation wasn't anything nearly as simple as what he told Kirk, and his breath caught 


cold in his throat when he thought about James finding out about any of this. 


"But it was just a kiss," he whispered so softly he could hardly hear himself. "And I'm not the only one, James. 
| know I'm not the only one." 


Ch 3 
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"Jesus fuckin." James groaned as he woke up. His mouth was dry and had a horrible taste, his head pounded, 
and he generally felt terrible. He couldn't lift his head without feeling sick, but he had no idea what time it was. 
From the bright sunlight barreling through the thin curtains, it could have been any time at all. Through his 
blurry, fuzzy vision, he searched for Lars, but found nothing but a messy bed around him. "Lars!" 


He only had to call out a few more times before Lars came back in the room, looking tired and worn out, but 
with a smile on his face. He wondered where Lars had been, but forgot about that once the boy started 
crawling back on the bed beside him. Leaning back, he settled himself comfortably and closed his eyes, letting 
Lars kiss him and run his hands over his skin. His arm dragged lazily on Lars' back, but for the most part he 
was indulging himself in the attention he had come to expect from Lars. At least, he knew he could expect this 


as long as there weren't any pending arguments between them. 


The brunette, fully dressed, sent little kisses down James' naked body. His tongue snaked through the dark 
blond hairs on his chest and drug across one of his ripples. James started moaning louder, his body tensing, his 
head lurching back, and he gripped Lars’ hair with one hand, while the other rested on his cock, squeezing. 
James grit his teeth with the need to get himself off, but he forced himself to relax. Ever the king of 
subtlety, he pushed Lars’ head to his crotch. 


Lars wriggled free and looked at James with a chastising smirk. 


James whined, "Please, babe! l'm way too tired to fuck you." His fingers tightened on Lars’ hair as he spread 
his legs beneath him. He knew Lars would do this for him eventually, he almost always did, even without being 


asked, but there was still the charade to go through. 


Lars crawled up towards his face, and let one hand trail up James’ thigh. Through his half closed eyes James 
watched his boyfriend smirk at him, and he growled. He usually didn't have a problem inspiring others to do 
what he wanted. He had his bossy moments, usually after some booze, but for the most part he didn't have 
to try anymore to be a leader. Losing Dave had done wonders for his dominance. Someone had to fill the 


vacuum... 


Dave. If that were Dave at his lap, teasing him like that, things would have turned out differently. / /And why's 
that?// he thought. //Because | could get away with it with him? Because he doesn't really count?// 


Lars was staring at him now, frowning. "What's wrong?" 


James opened his eyes and looked a bit surprised to see Lars there. "N-nothing," he grunted, and let his head 
fall back on the pillow. "Just very fucking hung over. And horny, thanks to you." He peered through his fingers 
at Lars, and some of that same excitement came when he saw the boy stick his tongue out at him. He could 
so easily force what he wanted, and he was pretty sure he'd get away with it. He'd gone through this in his 
head before, although he was ashamed of that. It was alright to think like that about Dave, because Dave 
thought like that about him, and anyone else unlucky enough to cross his path. Dave was tough enough to 
handle it. He deserved it. He liked it: 


But Lars.. 


‘I'm gonna puke," he grunted, struggling to get up, and Lars helped him. With Lars holding him by the waist, he 
got to the bathroom, but assured Lars he'd be alright by himself. Once the door shut, and he was alone, 


James sat on the floor, leaning against the tub, and groaned. 


He started jacking off before his vision cleared, before even the nausea could pass, but that wasn't his 
concern right now. Maybe if he hadn't felt so desperate for it, maybe if his mind could stop torturing him 
with violent images and memories, he'd have stayed on the bed with Lars and played his little game. He would 
have begged and pleaded, while trying not to sound like he was begging and pleading, and he would have endured 
Lars' devious teasing. Sometimes he liked it. It drove him insane and awoke a monster within that clawed 
through his ribcage until Lars finally relented, but that only made it hotter for him. A blow job was a blow job, 


but there was no replacing the feeling of triumph, of victory, when it was finally surrendered. 


But he couldn't trust himself to be patient this time. It made him sick with shame, he knew he couldn't be 
trusted with his darling within arm's length as long as he was feeling like this. As he tugged himself roughly, 
he started fantasizing about Lars. He imagined himself telling him to shut up and forcing his head down. This 
only lasted a few seconds; the guilt was too much, so he let his mind latch onto something he'd told himself to 


give up: Dave. 


Same fantasy, only he replaced Lars with Dave, and he let his thoughts go where they needed. He saw the 
redhead's sneer, he saw his hand tight in his hair, he saw himself shaking him. The fantasy kept switching 
focus. One second he was in control, and was even able to imagine Dave on his knees for him. Most definitely a 
wild fantasy. But then the next second, without warning, his mind put him at Dave's theoretical mercy. When 
his fingers rubbed over the head of his cock, they were either lips or rough hands intending to hurt in his 
mind. In either case, James was getting closer and closer. 


"You alright in there?" Lars asked, rapping on the door. 


James pinched himself accidentally, but manged to suppress a yelp. Holding his dick, he growled at the door, 
"Just gimme a minute!" 


"What are you doing? Are you still sick?" 


"Look, just gimme a fucking minute, ok? Ya, I'm still fucking sick, I'm trying to fucking puke here, man!" He 
waited for Lars to mumble something in return and walk away from the door. Only when the TV was turned on 
did James continue. It wasn't long before he came, and he bit down on his free hand to keep from yelling out. 


His head flumped on the side of the tub as he wheezed and felt his head spin. For the next few minutes he'd 


be incapacitated. 
He was relieved to have finished when he did, because he was beginning to fantasize about Lars again. 


Lars was sitting on the bed, staring at the TV when James slunk out of the bathroom, and he turned his head 


to give him an expressionless look. "Couldn't barf?" 

James sat down next to Lars and gazed at the TV. *No. Tried to make myself" 
"Shouldn't do that." Lars said, glancing at him. 

James shrugged. "Sometimes that's what you gotta do, you know?" 


Lars flicked off the TV and turned to face him. His lips were pressed into something like the bastard child of a 
pout and a sneer. "You drink way too fucking much, James." He got up and went to the mirror, grabbing his 


brush. 


James was still staring at him, trying to think of something to say. He was furious, and he felt a bit betrayed, 
even. He'd always been there to take care of Lars, so now that it was Lars’ turn, he was being a bitch about 


it? He settled on, "Fuck you," and turned on the TV. 


He heard Lars sigh and felt his heart being to thump in his chest, anticipating a fight. Lars' tone was soft and 
conceding, however, as he said, "I'm just worried about you, that's alll You got really fucked up last night. | 
hate to see you feeling so shitty every morning, babe. That's all | meant" 


James glared at the screen and sighed. He realized he just wasn't in a good mood today. Lars was almost out 
the door when he finally got up. The TV was still on, James was still wearing nothing but a frown, but despite 
that he put his arms around Lars and held him, pressing his face against the other's head. "Save me some 


breakfast, will ya?" he asked in a soft, low voice, and Lars squeezed his face against James’ arm. 


He took his time getting ready. It must not have been all that late since there weren't any calls from their 
manager yet. As he eased himself into a hot shower, he began to relax. What could have been a day long 
resentment between him and Lars had faded before it even began, his headache was easing up, and he'd 


already gotten a good, however guilt tripping, climax under his belt for the day. 


Feeling his body begin to unwind, James started to relax as a whole. His mood lifted, his pain ebbed, and he 
started thinking about later that night. They had a show that night, and he had a feeling it was going to be 
killer. Already Kirk had proved himself to be valuable, and a major change for the better for the band as a 


whole. With a dry smile, James reflected on Kirk as he headed for the elevator. 


Everything about Kirk suggested control, James thought. In fact that was the first thing that came to mind 
whenever he thought about Kirk. He was a quiet, polite boy who hadn't caused any problems since he got here. 
He did whatever James suggested, and he never talked back. Not that he'd have any reason to talk back, James 
considered. Not everyone had to try to cause problems every step of the way. 


The lobby was nearly empty. It wasn't a big hotel anyway. He spotted Kirk and Lars leaning at a window sill, 
partly hidden by a fake plant, and at first didn't think anything of it. And then he saw Lars slap his hand on 


Kirk's ass and pull him closer. 


He couldn't move, or even breathe. The big, plastic leaves couldn't completely hide their smooching, either. This 
really wasn't an unusual sight for James, though. He'd never caught Lars doing anything more than kiss anyone 


else, and even in his worst moods he merely suspected Lars was just trying to rile him up. 


But those other times were at bars or parties, and with men James didn't know. Those were situations he 
couldn't control, but this was different. This was one of his own guys, this could be stopped. But he didn't make 
a move. Although Lars wished it otherwise, James didn't like to advertise his sexuality. Just because Kirk was 
obviously a fag didn't mean that he could go over there and admit that he was too. 


Just seeing that destroyed his mood yet again, but James walked away, giving Lars the benefit of the doubt if 
only because he couldn't handle the stress of this right now. He told himself that this was just Lars' latest 
game, maybe this was just his way of sticking it to him for drinking too much, who knows. Either way he felt 
pretty sure that Lars was hoping to get caught, so he decided not play into that game. 


He walked back the way he came and then came back, making noise this time, to warn them. "Lars?" he called 
out, and made sure to be looking down the hall the opposite direction of their fake plastic tree hiding spot. He 
pretended to not hear them as they rather noisily emerged from behind the leaves and tried to sneak up on 
him. His smile was convincing enough when he turned to greet them. His discomfort was genuine, however, 
when Lars pressed himself against him for an overly friendly hug, so he wriggled free, telling Lars that he still 
felt sick. 


"We all ready to go?" he asked Lars, forcing his voice to sound pleasant. While Lars prattled off about what 
he'd accomplished that morning while James was "sleeping the fucking day away," James thought, //You still 
mad about..that? Is that it, you son of a bitch? | already said | was sorry, not that you ever fucking caught 


me, but | still apologized, what in fuck more do you want? ls this your idea of revenge?// 


He answered Lars with a few noncommittal grunts when he stopped talking, never once betraying his feelings. If 
Lars could guess the storm going on in the blond's head, he made no indication. He didn't even want to let 
himself think about Kirk right now. Even though he knew that Kirk didn't know he was gay, James still felt his 


chest seize up just to look at him. 


"Sleep well?" he asked, just barely constraining the fury in his voice, and he slapped Kirk on the back hard 


enough to shove him forward. "0, sorry, man!" he said, patting Kirk gently on the back. From Kirk's nervous 


laugh, he felt satisfied that Kirk believed that was accidental. 


James didn't have a problem with Kirk. It wasn't his fault. He didn't know that James had known Lars for years, 
had loved him for years, had gotten into fist fights and gotten his ass kicked on many occasions for his sake. 
Kirk couldn't be expected to understand how it felt to love someone despite how crazy they made you feel 
sometimes, or even if it seemed at times that they're trying to hurt you. And he knew that if Lars really was 
doing this to hurt him, he only had himself to blame. 


He just wished there was some way to tell how much Lars knew, and when he'd consider them even, because 
there was no way in Hell James would ever bring that up with him. Even if it meant trying to survive until 
Lars decided he was satisfied. 


Ch 4 


"Why do the lights have to be so hot?" Kirk half laughed, half yelled to Lars as the guys ran off the stage. 
They were all worn out, they'd all sweat buckets and given every bit of themselves to hundreds of strangers, 


but the last thing they wanted to do now was take it easy. 


It was a rather intimate little club, nothing like the dives they had to start in, but still, it was small enough to 
stick around in While the next act lined up for the night started setting up, the boys went out amongst the 
crowd to enjoy the rest of the night. Cliff headed straight for the smoking patio, more than a few boys and 
girls in tow. James hung back, watching Lars and Kirk, watching how they immediately bee lined for each other 
and then disappeared into the crowd. 


So, alone now, James made his way to the bar and poured something down his throat before he even started 
talking. He responded to the kids who tried to talk to him, pretending to be polite and interested in what they 
were saying, but his attention was focused on the crowd, on what he could see of Lars. Even when Dave was 
still with them, it was standard procedure for James and Lars to stick together after a show. Even if one was 
drinking and the other was playing the Diva for a very eager audience, at least they were within arm's length 
of each other. At least James could easily bring Lars back to himself at any time. 


But Lars was too busy with someone else this time. 
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They were dancing to the next act, a jazz-rock band that was probably more this club's kind of thing. The 
metal-head kids weren't the only ones in the crowd and haunting the bar. Kids were flocking the area by the 
stage, though not to listen to the band. Those that did come for that were elegantly zonking themselves out 
with booze by the familiar comfort of the bar. 


Kirk laughed and stumbled as Lars pulled him by the hand, and almost tripped over his feet as he was spun 
around. Already the two drinks Lars had brought to his lips were getting him into that rice, fuzzy, giggly state, 


and he really couldn't imagine when he'd ever had so much fun. 


He felt random people bump into him, the braver ones cop a feel or two, but he went with it. He laughed it all 
off, he danced with the girls, and the few boys, that wanted a piece of him. And in no time at all he let Lars 


snatch him away and take him back to where he belonged. 


Lars cheered the band after their first song with such loud, wild enthusiasm, he got everyone else to join in 
All those metal heads who wouldn't give two thoughts about that band were jumping around and screaming, 
suddenly in love with this new thing that Lars seems to like. 


"Godamn you look good in that," he purred at Kirk, with the sounds of cheering deafeningly loud all around him. 
"Have | told you that?" 


"Three times tonight," Kirk laughed. He closed his eyes when Lars dragged his fingers through his hair. He 


leaned on Lars with an embarrassed grunt. "It's just a T-shirt!" 


With their heads so close together, Lars sneaked a kiss on Kirk's neck, his arm snaking around his waist. 
"Closest thing | got to seeing you naked," he cooed, and Kirk bust out laughing, overwhelmed. "Let's get another 
drink," Lars said, pulling away, and he led Kirk along by the hand. 


A few times some heads would get in the way and almost block Kirk's view of Lars' head, but he felt just fine 
with the boy's hand still gripping his. When he stumbled after someone ran into him from the side, Lars' hand 
gripped harder, holding him up. They didn’t even slow down, 


There were people now who wanted a piece of Kirk, clambering for his attention, for an autograph, for a touch, 
but he barely paid them attention His starry eyes were focused on Lars, and when he watched the boy 
approach James, he felt warm inside. There was no jealousy, why would there be? He knew about Lars and 


James now, he accepted that as a fact he couldn't change. 


But whatever facts remained, that didn't stop Lars from gazing at him the way he did. That didn't make Kirk 


feel any less excited, as if on a date with someone he'd been trying to get for months. 


His smile lessened when he saw the glare on James’ face in reaction to Lars' hug. All the brunette did was put 
his arms around the blond's waist and nestle his head against his neck, and James pushed him off and growled, 
loud enough to be heard from where Kirk was standing, "Cut it out!" 


Someone burst into his view, all bouncy curls and girlish grinning, but Kirk managed to catch Lars' frown. The 
ebullience from earlier was evaporating as easily as it had flowed through him only a few seconds ago as he 
tried to catch a glimpse of the two. He signed what was handed to him, he posed for a Polaroid and gave out a 
few hugs, but he didn't stop trying to see what was going on. What little he could see, a growing argument 
between the two, forced him to wonder if they were fighting about him. Maybe, he wondered, James wasn't ok 
with this. 


He started to sink into the crowd, all the energy sapped, as he started to wonder just what he'd caused. 
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"The fuck's your problem?" Lars spat, his face screwing up in that look of martyred offense James had grown 
so irritated by. James could tell when Lars was truly hurt, and when he was just playing things up. And he 


could tell when it was a little of both, like right now. 


Leaning close to Lars, James hissed, "Do not fucking grab me in fucking public, Lars. How many fucking times do 


| gotta-" 


"Fuck you! Grabbing you, what the fuck?" Lars sneered. "| gave you a hug. A simple, run of the fucking mill, 


heterosexual fucking hug. | can't fucking touch you now?" 


James grit his teeth and squeezed his drink, nearly exploding. "There was nothing ‘heterosexual about that- 
that grope fest, man!" 


While James stared wide eyed, heart racing, Lars shook his head, eyes narrowing, and he laughed dryly, "Here 
we go with this shit again, huh? The no-acting-gay-around-other-people bullshit clause again, is it?" He made a 
face, a scornful face, while James glared. "You are so fucking old fashioned, James, it's ridiculous. You can't 


hide this shit forever, people already know. Unless you're ashamed of it, of course," he added with a spit. 


James heard the last part perfectly clear, and understood what it meant to Lars, just as he, deep in his heart, 
recognized that his lover had every right to be concerned about this. But he ignored this comment and asked 
instead, "What people know?" He waved off a few teens eager to talk to him. His attitude was hostile enough to 
scare them off and go searching for the friendlier band members. 


Lars' angry front diminished slightly as he was taken aback by this. His arms crossed, one hand playing with 
his hair nervously. "What are you talking about-" 


"Who knows, Lars?" James repeated, sternly. 
"Relax! Almost no one, Jesus Christ. No one that would give a fuck, just Dave and Cliff and Kirk-" 


"Kirk?" James hissed. Lars couldn't hear him over the crowd, but he knew that's what he said. He paused, 
looking at James carefully, while James stewed in his seat, fingernails digging into his glass. "When the hell did 
this happen?" 


Leaning forward to sneer at him, Lars answered, "Last night. But you wouldn't remember that, as hammered 


as you were.” 


"What?" He felt his face grow cold, and he searched Lars' face for any sign of deceit. "What happened last 
night?" 


Lars sniffed at him and leaned his back against the counter, turning his side to James. He held his arms tightly 


crossed and gazed out into the crowd while James burned for the answer. 


"What happened, man? Did l-did | do something? Did | let something slip, come on tell me!" He realized he was 
beginning to sound like he might have been pleading. "Lars, baby..." 


"Not in public, James!" Lars hissed exaggeratedly, and he couldn't help but grin at James' sour expression. He 
let out a laugh and sighed, "You didn't do anything." Flipping his hair behind his shoulder, he leaped up onto a 
stool and dragged it as close to James as he felt he could get away with, while the blond waited for him to 
continue. James allowed their shoulders to touch, although he was very tense. "He barely saw you last night. 


He saw you puke, but | think everyone has by now." He looked down for a moment, and when he continued, his 


voice was far more tender. "No, | told him about us." 


James let this sink in while the bartender served Lars a drink "Why the Hell would you do that?" he asked, 


strained. He was more hurt than angry at this point: 


Lars turned to face him, drink in hand. "Sweetheart, what are you afraid of? You think he's gonna think less of 


you if-" 


"You can't just tell any fucking average Joe our personal Godamn.shit, Lars! You don't even fucking know him, 


and you tell him that?" 


Lars narrowed his eyes. "Kirk is not a fucking average Joe, James. | thought you liked him. | thought you 
admired him as the talented mother fucker he is, exactly what we fucking need!" 


"| dol OF course | fucking do, he's great! But for Christ's sake, he only just got here." James trailed off, hiding 
his thoughts behind the glass. He felt Lars' eyes on him. 


"But what, James?" Lars demanded. "You worried something's gonna happen, scared he's gonna leave? Huh? Like 


Dave?" 


James tensed, his shoulders rising by his lowered head. He was hunched over his drink, looking like he'd try to 
block out the whole world from his protective, liquid bubble. "I barely know him, Lars," he said through gritted 
teeth. "| don't feel comfortable-" 


"He's not Dave, James," Lars prodded, getting closer. "You can trust him. He's a part of our fucking family now, 
he damn well should know." 


"Fine," James growled, and poured the rest of his drink down his throat. "Whatever. You're gonna do whatever 


you want anyway,” he scowled, trying to signal that he was finished with this conversation. 


But Lars wasn't. He kept staring at James, his eyes narrowing slightly. James felt his gaze and could read 
every flicker of emotion on his face, although he kept his face pointed forwards, pretending to ignore him. "You 
know, | can't help but find it interesting that I'm not allowed to act ‘gay’ around you," he quoted "gay" with his 
fingers and spat the word like a foul taste. "But you never stopped Dave from feeling you up in public." 


"We are not gonna talk about Dave," James warned, glaring at the wall ahead of him. 
"Well | completely understand why," Lars taunted. "No one can really stop Dave from doing anything, right?" He 
turned his face away from James and stroked his fingers through his hair absently. "I suppose you could have 


fought him off, you know, made your ‘no being gay’ rules more clear with him. If you really wanted to, that is." 


"Godamn it!" James snapped, slamming his fist on the counter. He turned closer to Lars and shoved a finger 


into his chest. "Dave has nothing to do with anything, asshole! You're just bringing up old shit!" 


‘It has everything to do with everything," Lars countered. He didn't back down in any way. "Don't think | don't 


know-" 


"Shut the fuck up!" James almost screamed, cutting him off. He started to get up, his eyes wild with a 
panicked anger. "We are not fucking talking about this here!" 


"Then where, James?" Lars pressed, sliding off the stool to follow him. "When the fuck am | finally gonna know 
what happened, James?" 


James tried to lose him in the crowd, but he heard Lars following, heard the questions that could have been 
overheard by the kids around, and misinterpreted. He stopped and Lars nearly collided with him. "Dave is 
history," he hissed, leaning down to his face. "Got it? He's gone, fucking gone! | haven't talked to him since he 
fucking left, and | am fucking done with that subject, got it? Drop it!" 


As Lars opened his mouth to answer, someone tapped James on the shoulder. James turned, wild eyed and 
ready for a fight, to see a young man with a large camera held up by his head. "Just one picture, guys? For 


my school paper?" 


"Aww, for fuck's-" James snarled under his breath, but Lars forcibly grabbed James, drawing him into a tight, 
side by side hug, and he smiled brightly. James could only plaster on a fake smile and put an arm around Lars’ 


shoulder to not look so awkward as the young man snapped off a few pictures. 


When he left, James let go and turned to Lars, his mind racing with conflicting anxieties. "Dave is history, 
alright?" Before Lars could answer, he added, "And if you tell anyone else that we're Together without asking 


me first, we won't be together anymore." 


As James stormed off, heading for the van, he already regretted saying that. It was one of those hasty, cruel 
things he'd sometimes say but would never mean, and he was sure that Lars knew he didn't mean it as well. It 
was a ridiculous threat, meaning nothing but to shock Lars into compliance from the very harshness of it. 

James knew he'd regret it the next morning, and he'd pay for that, one way or another. But he'd deal with that 


later. He wouldn't be the one to bring it up, that was for sure. 


Meanwhile Lars drifted back to the bar, wiping his eyes dry before anyone saw him. 


Ch 5 
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He didn't want to talk about it. He wanted to know, he wanted to find out, but he didn't want to talk. Lars 
wondered if it would make him sound ridiculous if he only admitted what was perfectly true, that he hated the 
process of talking about something like that. He hated, even dreaded the drama. If his heart raced and his voice 
rose in the middle of an argument, it wasn't out of pure excitement for it, as James liked to accuse, but from 
anxiety. Despite what anyone would believe, he did not find anything fun about using his words like a 


jackhammer against his lover's skull, relentlessly digging for information until either one cracked. 


But if he didn't bring it up, itd never come up. James talked about the things he wanted to talk about, or he 
didn't talk at all. It had taken Lars quite some time to finally figure out this very simple, very important thing, 
but there'd still be Hell to go through to learn how to deal with it. 


For now, though, he was tired of it all. He'd waited a few minutes at the bar for James to come back and 
mumble a gruff apology, or perhaps just put his arm over his shoulder in lieu of an apology. Lars would 
pretend to ignore him, maybe set his lips into a displeased line, to show that he'd still be angry. But then later 
on, Lars would start to feel bad, a little soft hearted perhaps, and he'd put his arm around James’ waist, or 
maybe, if they were alone, kiss him lingeringly on the lips to show him without words that he forgave him. Or 
if he didn't, that he was willing to forget about it for the moment. 


But James didn't come back to start that passive-aggressive ritual, and Lars had a feeling he wouldn't. Seeing 
Kirk approach him already made him feel better, even with Kirk's solemn expression. Lars gave him a bright 


smile and slide off the stool, ready to put his arm around the other's shoulders. 


Kirk tensed and he looked down a moment, lips parting just enough to show a glint of white from his teeth. 
"He's mad about us, isn't he?" he asked. 


"Nol" Lars exclaimed, and took Kirk into his arms, ushering him towards the exit, away from so many people 
and the noise and smoke. He slipped his hand through the crook of Kirk's arm and smiled at him. Kirk smiled 
back, biting his lip, and they walked outside. "He's just pissed about something else, honey. He doesn't care about 


us playing around." 


"What's he so mad about?" he asked as they strolled aimlessly through the parking lot. A few fans called out 
to them, but generally they were left alone. It was getting very late, after all. 


Lars scoffed. "He doesn't like it when | touch him in public. He's scared to fucking death word will get out that 
he's a fag." 


Kirk smiled, his cheeks coloring. "That really wouldn't be good, would it?" 
Lifting his chin defiantly, Lars retorted, "| wish someone would find out. Wish we didn't have to hide that shit." 


Kirk watched the vigor in his eyes, and his free hand went over to rest on top of Lars' at his elbow. "If he 
didn't care, would you try to make it public?" 


"Fuck yes, | fucking would," Lars said, and met Kirk's eyes. They stopped walking and stared at each other for a 
moment that seemed far too long to Kirk Far too intense. "The fuck is wrong with liking other guys, huh?" 


Kirk blinked and wet his lips, feeling put on the spot. "l-l don't know..." 


"Nothing. Fucking nothing. Those dicks in the club aren't any better than me just because they fuck girls. How 
is it gonna affect the music if people find out what any of us stick our dicks in, huh?" He was holding Kirk's 
elbow, his eyes ablaze, but he had a grin at the corner of his mouth. 


"Ya, totally," Kirk said, offering his most agreeable support. 


In an instant Lars calmed down, the passionate look on his face smoothening into a soft smile, and he stroked 
Kirk's arm. Smiling into Kirk's soft but unsure smile was bringing back some peace that he didn't realize till 


then he had lost. 


Anyone who knew Lars, knew him personally, not just having seen him in concert, knew he was gay, and that 
was never a problem. Not in his family, certainly not in Denmark, not in his private circle of friends from 
home. Woe betide anyone who dared to so much as raise an eyebrow in opposition to Lars' choices anyway. He 


was smart enough to know when and where to be discreet about it here in Los Angeles, although if anyone 


asked, he wouldn't hesitate to tell. 


It really was only James who was forcing him to be so secretive about it, and the more Lars thought about it, 
the more he thought that was just to protect himself. Being told not to do something of course tempted Lars 
to find the most outrageous way to go ahead and do it, but this was one order from James he hadn't violated 


yet. 


Now he looked at Kirk with a new opportunity. "Come on," he said softly, and gently pulled Kirk by the elbow 
across the parking lot into the bushes by a weak street lamp. They crept past the bushes and sat down in 
rough sand and sticks. Kirk laughed nervously and fought with leaves poking into his shirt, but he didn't take 
his eyes off Lars, who looked perfectly comfortable holing up in bushes. Lars leaned closer to Kirk, who leaned 
back, averting his eyes, but still with that smile on his face. 


Lars felt he'd waited long enough. He felt he'd exercised admirable patience and politeness by going easy on Kirk. 


He'd kissed him so far, and that was it. Kirk's obvious desire for more that night had taunted him all night, but 
still Lars held back. He remembered how James had taken his time with him, and how that made him feel. It 
was bittersweet to think of this now, as he held Kirk's face in his hand. There was tenderness in heart as he 
remembered how James could treat him when he was in the right mood, and bubbling anger when he 


remembered how he acted in the wrong mood. 


As Lars leaned in for a kiss, Kirk pulled back, trembling. His eyes were wide and gazing into Lars', which were 


not even an inch away. Their lips touched light as feathers. "Whats wrong," Lars whispered. 


"|. dont want to..do anything," Kirk whispered back, his arms tense as they held his body upright. "Too much..| 


mean.” 


Lars sighed, and he stroked Kirk's face. "No, that's fine, babe. | don't want to make you uncomfortable. We only 
go as far as you want." He moved away from Kirk and lay down next to him, disregarding completely the 
cigarette butts and rocks, and he beckoned for Kirk to lie next to him. Kirk hesitated, then lowered himself on 
the ground, resting his head against Lars' shoulder. He closed his eyes as Lars twirled his fingers in the cork 


screws of his hair. "Have you ever done it before?" 
Kirk swallowed and reached his arm over Lars‘ chest. "Not with a guy, no." 


"| see." 
Kirk's fingers tightened, clutching at Lars’ shirt. "Is that bad?" 


Lars laughed and wriggled against him, hugging him. "No! Of course not, baby. | guess | should have figured 
that" 


Kirk kissed Lars’ throat. "I have no idea what to do, either," he cooed, dragging his hand down Lars’ chest, and 
he played with the hem of his shirt. Lars' breath tightened as he felt Kirk's fingers sneak under the shirt and 
play at his belt. One of those fingers brushed over the skin of his belly, just under the border of his pants, 
but just as Lars began to think that Kirk was going to do something, the boy pulled his hand back up to Lars’ 
chest. "You're the first guy I've ever done this with, Lars," he said, and Lars frowned at the tone of his voice. 
It sounded a bit strange. 


Lars sat up and pulled Kirk up with him. As they sat beneath the pale orange lamp light, he looked into Kirk's 
eyes, and saw the same shy look as before. "Ill teach you everything you need to know, if you'll let me," he 
said, watching Kirk's eyes carefully, as if looking for something. Whatever it was, he didn't see it, only Kirk's 


Adam's apple twitch as he swallowed nervously. 


"I trust you," Kirk whispered and leaned a bit closer, closing his eyes. Lars pushed his lips into Kirk's, but Kirk 
pulled away soon after contact, a poorly hidden grin on his reddening face. "We better get back" He stood up 
and held his hand for Lars, who took it. 


They started for the parking lot, Lars holding Kirk's hand by the fingers. As they got closer to the bar, that 
same kid from earlier approached them and asked for a photograph. Kirk seemed startled, but smiled, agreeing. 
Lars grabbed him, throwing his arm around his shoulders, pressing himself into Kirk's back, and kissed Kirk on 


the cheek just as the flash went off. 


And then he walked off, a huge shit eating grin on his face, Kirk's hand tight in his, leaving the young 
photographer with just one Polaroid. Poor lighting, poor focus, but he didn't need another shot: 


Ch 6 


Waves crashed over two bodies clung close together, drowning out their laughter, driving salty water in their 
ears and mouths. On their knees, they met the next wave head on, and felt oblivion for a mere moment. When 
it passed, Kirk looked over at Lars, whose face was plastered in a salty grimace, and he laughed, pushing him 
into the water. 


This was the second day of their mini vacation, earned after the last night of performing in Southern 
California. Another day on the beach after today, and they'd be on their way to San Fran. The night they got 
their picture taken, Lars had eventually gone back to James' room, just as as he had the night after that, and 
last night. Kirk had no doubts that tonight wouldn't be any different. 


Kirk narrowly missed getting dunked, and while Lars was head down in the water, he sneaked a glance at James, 
who was sitting a bit further up on a beach towel. Beer bottle in one hand, cigarette in the other. A blank 


expression on his face, although he was a bit too far to see clearly. 


He wished, as futile as he knew this was, to know what James was thinking. He had nothing to say about what 
he did with Lars, which was barely anything. Perhaps it was because James gave no objections, or he just 
stopped caring, but Lars was getting bolder. By now Kirk had reasoned that while James was fine with his 
boyfriend messing around with someone on the side, he still did not want to see it. But that would mean James 
actually doesn't want it happening, right? And yet he never tried to stop them. It almost seemed to Kirk that 


Lars was merely seeking attention when he kissed his new buddy in front of James. 

Now that he thought about it, he really had no idea what kind of relationship Lars and James had. Maybe Lars 
was just making everything up. He'd never seen the two being affectionate with each other. There was that 
one night when Lars tended to a drunken James. They'd seemed like a couple then, maybe. But then again, Kirk 
knew Lars to be a very affectionate person anyway, and James was too wasted to do anything. 

But even while drunk, he still pushed Lars off when he got too close.. 

"Hey, what's wrong?" Lars asked, and Kirk realized he'd been standing by him for a while now. 


Squinting from the sun, Kirk turned to him. "Is James gay?" 


Lars frowned and tried to laugh through it. "What? Well, of course, man" Then he grinned and slapped Kirk's 
arm. "Aww, don't let that tough guy persona fool you." 


"Well, | mean," Kirk said, and paused, wondering if he should prod any further. Even as close as he felt to Lars 
now, he still felt that this subject was off limits to him. "I just, | never see you..and him." 


"Not yet," Lars quipped, and dove into the waves before Kirk could say anything. Still confused, he shook his 


head and happened to face James. His heart sped up as he imagined James being able to hear what they were 


saying, and panicked even more when he saw the blond make a beckoning motion He pointed at himself, and 


James shook his head, trying to point to Lars’ direction without spilling his beer. 


So Kirk jumped into the water to retrieve Lars, who took this as an invitation for more play. While still under 
water, Lars pushed Kirk down, grinning through the thick water. He allowed Kirk to shoot back to the surface 
to breathe, and was on him again. 


"Lars!" Kirk sputtered, getting another splash in the face. "Lars!" Seeing the other boy grin at him, his body 
just bursting with energy, made him laugh and almost forget what he was supposed to do. Feeling James' 
waiting eyes on him, he dove into the water and pulled Lars down by the legs. They splashed around after that, 
dunking each other, rough housing in the water, with the sandy bottom just out of reach of their feet. 


"Heyl" James yelled down at them. He was standing right at the shore. The two ignored him for a moment, but 
finally Lars swam back to shore and knelt in the sand by James’ feet. He looked up and smiled. James crossed 
his arms and made a face, hating to feel put on the spot. He could tell Lars was making fun of him. "I wanna 


talk to you," he grumbled, just barely loud enough to be heard over the waves. 
"What about?" Lars said, resting his face in his hands. 
"Would you walk with me?" James asked, irritated. He avoided Kirk's eyes, and gazed at the sand. 


Lars opened his mouth like he was about to say something smart, but didn't. He rinsed as much sand as he 
could from himself and got up, blowing Kirk a kiss before following James along the shore. When James was 
sure that they were out of earshot, he said, "I'm sorry. About, the other night” He felt his pulse quicken as 
he said this, more so when there was silence. Sometimes apologizing for something was little better than 
mentioning a past hurt. Sometimes it was better to just never speak of it again, and hope the offended party 
just forgot about it. 


Lars tried to put his hand through the crook of James’ arm, but James pulled his arm away and stuffed his 
hands in his pockets. Lars sighed and was silent as they strolled further from the water. "Don't worry about 
it," he grumbled. 


They were quiet for some time, although James’ mind was racing. At this point he was leaking the last trickles 
of booze from his bottle just for a way to keep his mouth busy. It was empty, but it bought him time until 
he felt ready to talk "Are you doing this to punish me?" he finally asked, finally looking Lars in the face. 

Lars slowed and frowned at him. "Doing what?" he asked. 

James flung his bottle into the ocean and retrieved from his pocket a folded up bit of newspaper. He unfolded 
it and showed it to Lars. It was a page torn from what looked to be a school newsletter, that picture of Lars 


and Kirk in the parking lot right in the center, illegible print surrounding it. 


They had stopped walking by now. Lars blushed and hid a grin behind his hand, turning away. "That was just a 


joke," he said, flicking his eyes to James, who gazed back at him with a grim expression. 


"Which part," James snapped, turning to face him. It was his aim to try to intimidate Lars by looming over 
him, although he wasn't consciously thinking that. It was just a habit that was becoming more and more 
common. "The kissing or the fact that it's in the fucking paper?" 


Lars glowered and snatched the paper from James’ hands and scanned. "First of all, this isn't ‘the poper, 


jackass. It's a fucking school newsletter. Only college kids are gonna see this." 


With Lars’ flaring temper, James felt his molars crunch as he retorted, "Ya? And how long before Rolling Stone 
gets a hold of this, huh?" 


"Fuck you! Its not you I'm smooching on this shitty fucking picture!" Lars ripped the page up and let the wind 
take the shredded pieces. 


"There is so much wrong with what you just said, | don't know where to fucking begin,’ James growled, shaking 


his head. 


"Why don't we begin at what pisses you off more, huh?" Lars snarled, stepping closer, and James took a step 
back. "You care more about how we look to the public than about your fucking boyfriend kissing another guy!" 


James narrowed his eyes and battled his body to be still. Fought for control, though he felt it slipping. He 
fumbled with his pockets to take out a cigarette, and snarled as he lit it, "Just as | fucking thought. This is all 
a fucking cry for attention.” He shoved the filter in his mouth. "Isn't it?" 


Through the smoke that burned his eyes James watched Lars’ lips purse and his eyes light up with a strange 
excitement. He almost seemed to be enjoying this, James thought to himself. "Not everything has to be about 
you, James," he sassed, and snatched the cigarette from James' lips and took a hit, blowing smoke in James' 
face. "Of course you'd fucking think that. Of course you'd assume this is all a big fucking scam just to piss you 
off, or whatever the fuck you think" Another drag and he flicked the still lit cigarette at James, who flinched 
and let it hit the sand. 


"Well then why are you doing this?" James shouted, and said in a quieter, more self-conscious Tone, "Lars, 
you're cheating on me, don't you get that? Doesn't it seem insane that I'm the one telling you, like, like you 
don't even know what you're fucking doing?" His words started to meld together in a frantic pace. "I mean 
flirting with random fucking guys everywhere we go doesn't seem wrong enough to you, you gotta snub me 


with my own guitarist? Do you ever think about what you're doing?" 


Lars sneered and shook his head, gazing at the sea. "I'm not fucking cheating on you. | told you, we're just 


having fun! | can't have fun now?" 


James stared at him a moment, then took his arm, forcefully leading him towards some rocks a few yar ds 


away. 


"What are you doing?" Lars whined, but he followed him. 


"You want my attention?" James snapped. "Well you got it" He half dragged, half lead Lars behind one of those 
rocks that were big enough for them crouch behind. They were far from Kirk by now, and the only other 
people on the beach were even farther away. He knew that he still wasn't perfectly safe there, but this was 
as public as he was willing to get. He took hold of Lars‘ face with both hands and kissed him. It was an 
awkward, forceful kiss that Lars did not reciprocate. 


The sharp, hard surfaces of the boulder crunched against Lars' bare back, and James’ tongue nearly choked 
him. He groaned and passively resisted him until James finally stopped. He saw the furious look in Lars’ eyes 
and felt a pang of guilt, but ignored it. Instead, he crept closer, his knees on the ground at either side of Lars’ 
legs, face close. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he asked in a whisper, searching Lars' eyes. He petted Lars’ 
wet hair awkwardly. "I know | haven't been paying enough attention to you the past few days, | know that! And 
I'm sorry. It's not that | haven't wanted to." 


Lars glared back. "No, you were too fucking drunk to do anything. Or too pissed off when you weren't drunk!" 


"I know, I'm sorry!" James said, his pleading tone starting to sound irritated. As he looked at Lars, the boyish 
face, gleaming eyes, his body looking so fragile in his arms, he was overwhelmed with the desire to hold him 
closer, as if to push him into himself, where he could never leave. There was anger in Lars’ eyes which hurt 
him, but pushed him even further. He was terrified of what was happening, though he wondered if he was just 
imagining things. "I'm sorry, ok?" he hissed into Lars’ face, hoping that would be enough. Lars wanted to feel 
loved, right? 


"lim not fucking cheating on you," Lars sneered, wriggling out of James’ grasp. James didn't let him get out 
from the shelter of his arms, though. He was still backed up against that rock. "There's nothing going on 
between me and him, it's just a fucking game, alright? So you can cut the jealous shit!" He shoved James so he 


could crawl away. "Is not attractive." 


James grabbed hold of his wrist, pulling him back. He tried to keep a hold of Lars without making it seem like 
they were struggling. He knew that he was forcing Lars into this, he knew his lover wanted to get away, but 
he couldn't stop. He couldn't bear to left alone right now, at least not until he cleared his conscience with him. 
"You know | love youl" he insisted, holding Lars by the shoulders, fingers digging hard. "You don't have to play 


games to get me to notice you, Lars! Look, we've been so busy, I'm sorry!" 


"Just let go of me," Lars hissed, feeling the pain of those fingers now. "You're fucking drunk. We'll talk later if 


you want." 


I'm not drunk," James snapped, but he did finally let go. He leaned back to sit on the sand beside Lars, 
wondering if he would try to grab him if he got up to leave again. "You said | never talk to you, well now | am, 


and you're bitching about me being drunk! You don't make this shit easy for me." 


Lars sighed. "Look, don't worry about it, ok? You got nothing to be sorry for, but if itll make you shut up, | 
forgive you, arright? Just forget about it" He watched James as he started to get up, and was able to stand 
without being grabbed. 


"Why don't you want to stay here with me, then?" James said, leaning slumped against the rock. "Rather go 
hang out with Kirk, huh?" 


Lars paused and turned to glare at him, arms crossed. James withered under that hard gaze, feeling like he 
was being cross examined, realizing how he must look right then. Drunk, pathetic. A bum who can't even 


control his own boyfriend. "Right now, ya, | would” 


He knew this would make things worse, but he said it anyway, "No, go ahead! Go give him a kiss and feel 
better, huh?" He glared and reached for his pack of cigarettes. 


Lars sniffed and flipped a clump of hair over his shoulder, sneering down at James. "Welp, | got Kirk, just like 
you got Dave." 


James’ fingers tightened on the pack, almost crushing the contents. Without looking up, he growled, “There is 
nothing between me and Dave, and there never fucking was." He looked up, his teeth gnashing. "How many 


fucking times do | have to tell you that?" 


"Maybe in your opinion it wasn't anything," Lars, and he backed up a bit when James stood. James gave him a 
warning look, but he simply crossed his arms and looked right up at him, unwavering. "You were just fucking 


around, right? Not any different than me and Kirk" 
"That is not the same thing! Don't you fucking compare Kirk to Dave!" James yelled. 


"0, l'm sorry to hurt your feelings!" Lars taunted. "Sorry to yank him off that fucking pedestal you put him 


on. 
"Shut the fuck up about it! You're the one the always brings it up, not me!" 


| wish you would bring it up! | know you're always thinking about him. Do you think about him when you fuck 
me?" Lars got closer, pushing James back by the forceful look in his eyes, by the sharp barb of his tongue. 


"No! Of course | fucking don't, asshole!" James snapped, and felt his eyes sting. He couldn't believe that things 
had escalated to this level. He thought he was doing so well, too. He was apologizing, he was being nice..and now 
this. "How the fuck can you even say that? | don't want anyone else but you, Lars, | never havel I'm not like 


you, | don't need other guys to keep me happy when | got what | want right here." 


"That's a riot," Lars sneered, fists balling at his sides. "So | shouldn't think anything of that time | saw you 
kissing Dave, huh?" 


James reddened and sputtered, "What? |-" 


"Ya, caught you! Don't try to deny it. | fucking saw you." Lars' voice got more intense as he got more worked 
up. He poked James in the chest hard for emphasis. "Any idiot could tell there was something going on even 
before that. It was so fucking obvious." 


"Ya, ok, fine! | kissed him, but | was fucking drunk, man, and so was he. We were just--" 


"Fucking around? Just playing?" Lars sniffed, his lips pursed in a smug look "0, gosh, that sounds fucking 
familiar, | can't figure out why!" 


"IFs nothing like you and Kirk, damn you," James growled. "Dave was my friend, dammit, nothing more. Fucking 
hypocrite, getting on my ass for being jealous, well what about you? You hated seeing us together, ‘cuz it took 
me away from you, isn't that right? You thought you could stop me from having a godamn friend that wasn't 
you!" 


"So now you're doing the same shit to me." 


James just about blew up. He felt his veins pulse with the desire to do something, anything, to clear himself of 
the anger, but he had to be still. He didn't dare push this argument into a full blown fight, not in a public place, 
anyway. “Get this straight, godamn it. | never cheated on you with Dave. | was fucking faithful to you ever 
since we got together. If | want to be a friends with another guy, that doesn't make me cheating. You, 
however, are fucking cheating. | don't care if you don't consider it cheating, ‘cuz | do, and dammit that should 


matter to youl” 
"Everyone shows their friendship differently, James. You smoke a bowl with Cliff, | kiss Kirk. As a friend!" 


James glowered down at him for a while, watching Lars avoid his eyes. He was blocking Lars' way; the rocks 


were behind him. "Have you fucked him yet?" he asked coldly. 
"What? Nol" Lars sputtered. 


James stepped closer, and this time Lars was the one to step back, although his indignant glare didn't fade a 
bit. "No, of course not. What | meant to ask was has he fucked you yet?" 


Lars reddened. "No!" 


"I see it now. | understand now. See, | was beginning to wonder why you haven't wanted to fuck lately." He 


laughed dryly. "Welll Now | know." 


"We haven't done anything because you've been too fucking drunk! You-you said so yourself!" His eyes widened 


as James grabbed his arm. "Just ask him! Fucking ask him!" he yelled, his voice raising in panic. 


James hissed, "So he can lie to me too?" 


"We haven't done anything! Just kiss, that's it, | swear! Let gol" He started struggling. When he tried to wrench 
his arm free, James gripped harder. With a muffled yelp Lars yanked back, trying to shove him with his free 
hand. He tripped on James’ legs as he writhed, and pulled James down as he fell. Lars writhed and wriggled 


beneath him. "Get off me!" 


"Why aren't | enough for you, Lars?" James yelled, the sight of Lars struggling to get away from him driving 
him to a maddened rage. It broke his heart, it cemented his fears that he was losing Lars, and he couldn't do 
anything to stop it. Yet another person he loved about to wrench away from him. "Huh? Answer me that? l'm 


never enough for you, am |?" 


By now Lars was in a sitting position, his legs scrambling in the sand, his wrists held fast, James leaning over 


him. Both were in tears, and Lars could barely look at James, who couldn't shut up. 


James felt someone grab his shoulder and shove him off. Stumbling over Lars’ legs, he gripped the sand for 
balance and knelt with his forehead scraping the sand, nausea from that sudden movement passing through 


him. 


"What happened, are you ok?" Kirk asked, brushing sand off Lars, holding him away from James. He was also 


standing far enough away from James for his own protection 


‘Im fine," Lars said, letting Kirk hold him. He pressed closer against him. "Don't worry about James. He's just 
drunk and looking for a fight” He scowled at James and kicked at the sand, sending a spray at him. "Like 


always!" 


"Come on," Kirk said softly, dragging him away before they could fight anymore. His heart pounded and he half 
expected for James to come after them. As they walked quickly back towards the car, he asked, "Was that 


about me?" 
Lars laughed mirthlessly. "No. It was about James. Don't worry about it." 


James watched the two leave, and then turned to puke. Just some water and stale beer, but it made him feel 
a bit better. Make room for more, right? He struggled back up to his feet and stormed back up the sand 
banks, wiping his mouth and trying to keep the tears from spilling. There was no telling how many people he 
might run into on his way back to the hotel. He walked the short distance, replaying what happened in his mind. 
He knew things had gone out of control, but he couldn't think of anything he would have done differently. 


Just like every other time. Every time it ended up something like this, and he never knew how to avoid it. The 
simple solution was to just not bring things up that were sure to cause a stir, but then Lars would bring it up. 


Or the issue would bring itself up, one way or another. 


He had no idea how to talk to the one he loved without getting into a fight. 


He let himself into the fourth room. Normally their manager tried to get them four rooms, if he could, even 
though only three ever got used. This was just to create the proper appearance, of course. Well now he was 
sprawled out on the bed in the fourth room, where he hoped Lars would not try to find him. Already he felt 
alien in there alone, without an extra set of clothes and shoes thrown on the floor. Without an extra set of 

plates and silverware sitting on the TV, or the sounds of the shower running with someone in it. Without the 


feel of someone's hands creeping up his back. 

After a few minutes sulking on the bed, he got up and pulled out his guitar case. There was a small 
compartment inside where he shoved pics and a pitch pipe. He pulled out a small bit of a paper that had been 
rolled up and inserted into one of the tubes of the pipe. That little paper in hand, he picked up the phone and 
dialed, heart thumping. 

The phone didn't answer for nearly eight rings, and when it did, there were sounds of a party going on. A girl 
answered, and started talking to someone beside her before James had the chance to say anything. Irritated, 
she barked, "Whaddya want?" The music and ruckus in the background almost drowned out her voice. 

"Is Dave there?" he asked, biting his lip. 

"Uhhh..ya. Who's this?" 

"A friend." 


She smacked her gum into the phone for a minute, then said, "K. Hold on" 


James waited for a second then hung up before anyone could speak on the other line. His hand shook as it 
dropped the phone back on the receiver, and he dropped his head in his hands. 


Ch 1 


They were silent all the way to the car, with Lars leaning against Kirk. Lars got in the driver's side, with Kirk 
sliding into the passenger side next to him, watching his every move. Lars slowly slid his head onto his arms on 
the steering wheel, body sagging like it had no life left. Only the occasional jerk of his back and the small 


whining sounds accompanying gave the hint that he was still alive. 


"Lars?" Kirk whispered. He sat there awkwardly, hands in his lap, a frightened look on his face. "Lars, are you 


ok? Did-did he hurt you?" He carefully reached a hand out to rest on Lars' shoulder. 


At the touch, Lars lifted his head and shook it, gently pushing Kirk's hand off. "No, no," he moaned, wiping his 
face. "But | guess he would have, if you hadn't come when you did," he said with a strained smile. He let Kirk 
hold his hand and they looked at each other in silence. Lars saw so much fear, so much raw anxiety on Kirk's 
face, and he knew almost all of it was for his sake. It touched him; Kirk was still so new, he hadn't the long 
history that Lars and James had, and yet Lars felt so close to him already. Normally after a fight with James, 
Lars would either cry or drink it off alone, or seek some comfort amongst people he didn't know and wouldn't 


ever see again. 


He rubbed his eyes, which were begimning to fill up with tears again. The memories of what happened replayed 
in his mind with torturous tenacity. Over and over he saw how wild and out of control James looked. The pain 
in his eyes at his words. Lars knew it was a cruel stab to mention Dave. But why? He wondered. Because they 
really were in love? Because that kiss really did mean something, just like those sounds he heard at night 


sometimes..° 


He felt Kirk's arms swallow him up, pulling him from the driver's seat and into his lap. It was an awkward 
transfer; the stick shift rammed into Lars’ legs as Kirk pulled him into his seat and his feet got caught in the 
cup holders for a moment, but he didn't struggle. As soon as he felt Kirk's lap beneath his legs, he threw his 


arms around him and pressed his face against his neck. 
"What the fuck is happening?" he cried, clinging to Kirk, who held him tightly back. "We're always fighting, it just 
gets worse and worse!" He shook as he started sobbing. He couldn't talk for a minute. Part of his tears were 


because he'd never cried like this for another person. Not about James, anyway. 


Kirk gently lifted Lars' head so he could look him in the eye and stroked his hair. Lars stared back into those 
hard eyes, fearing that this had hurt him. "Look," he said, licking his lips. "| know he's pissed about..about us-" 


"Stop!" Lars said, and stared hard into Kirk's reddening eyes. "This isn't about you, alright? This shit is old shit, 
Kirk. Like, before you even got here old.” 


Kirk frowned. "What the Hell is it about?" 


Lars pulled away to rest his head on Kirk's shoulder, clinging himself comfortably on his lap. One arm wrapped 


across Kirk's body while the other rested against his own chest, fingers curling around Kirk's hair. "It all 
started when he got here," he said bitterly, staring into space, his lips curling with miserable anger. 


Kirk waited, then whispered, "Dave?" 


"Ya," Lars spat. "Dave. Me and James never had any problems till he met Dave. Everything changed after that." 
He went quiet, even his breathing slowed as he focused on the past with such harsh clarity. 


"What do you mean?" Kirk asked. Lars' tone struck him as incredibly spooky, almost as if he were in a trance. 


He couldn't be sure he could even be up to this. "What happened?" 


Lars snorted, "What didn't happen?" He relaxed in Kirk's lap a bit. "Dave took James away from me, from the 
very first fucking day. | thought they were just friends. James sure as fuck kept trying to tell me that. | even 
tried to get close to Dave, too. And | did. We did get pretty close. But | never forgot who | really belonged to. 
But James did" His chest heaved as he started breathing heavily, tears dripping from his eyes all over again. 


"He cheated on you," Kirk said in a heavy tone, shoulders sagging. He gently stroked Lars' hair. 


"I have no evidence of that," Lars stated coldly. "I saw them kiss once, but that doesn't count. Not if | do it to 
other guys." 


"Well," Kirk said a bit quickly, "You don't need cold hard evidence all the time. | mean, a suspicion is enough, 
right?" He bit his lip, not sure if he should continue. "Did he do anything else that.seemed suspicious? That, like, 


friends wouldn't do, | mean?" 


"Well besides spending every fucking waking minute with him and having inside jokes and their own Godamn 


drinking rituals-" he calmed himself as he started to yell and tense up. "| heard them a few times." 
Kirk paused. "Heard them?" he whispered. 


"Ya, | fucking heard them!" Lars snapped, sitting up in Kirk's lap. He gave Kirk a hurt, angry look that wasn't 
meant to be personal, and Kirk didn't take it that way. "In the middle of the night, | fucking heard.noises. 
Like.like.." he trailed off and dropped his face into one hand. 


Kirk put his arms around him and let him cry some more. By now his shoulder was soaking and he had tears in 
his own eyes. He still hadn't seen the two together, but what he'd seen just a few minutes ago, and what Lars 
was telling him should have been enough to finally convince him. "But he left, Lars." 


Lars sniffed and clung to Kirk's bare arm. "I know! He-he didn't.we didn't kick him out because of that." He 
wiped his nose, but it just kept running. "How's that for fucking love, huh? | knew what the fuck was going on 
between them, but | didn't even do anything about it! We only fucking finally got rid of him because he was a 
threat to the band as a whole. Had nothing to do with what he was doing to me." 


Kirk looked around the car for a napkin or a tissue, and used the discarded scrap to wipe Lars’ nose and let 


him blow in it. "Do they still.” 


"He says he doesn't talk to him anymore," Lars moaned, and he seemed to taking control over his crying now. 
There was more anger in his voice now. "He says he hasn't seen him since he dropped him off at the bus 


station, and he doesn't even have his number." 
"Do you believe that?" 


His face tightening into a grimace, Lars shook his head and made a few dismal sounds. "I don't know! | don't 
fucking know," he lamented. "I know he still thinks about him, though, but | don't know how much. | don't know if 
he-if he wishes things were different." As Kirk watched in distress, Lars bit back another wave of sobs, but 
he was failing. He looked away from Kirk. "I don't want to think that he wishes he was with him instead of me." 


"No!" Kirk exclaimed, tears wetting his cheeks as he held Lars tight. "No, of course not! He loves you, Lars, you 


know that!" 


"Then why doesn't he fucking talk to mel?" Lars shouted, clinging to Kirk's arm. "Why the fuck doesn't he trust 
me with anything? I'll bet he tells Dave everything!" 


‘lm sure he doesn't talk to Dave anymore, just like he said," Kirk assured, although he had no idea what he 
was talking about, and he was sure that Lars knew that too. It was still nice to say, anyway. "Maybe he doesn't 
want to talk to you about it because he's afraid you'd be jealous?" 


"Fuck!" Lars screamed, wrenching out of Kirk's grip to slam both fists into the door. He beat the lightly 
cushioned door several times, while Kirk just watched, half afraid he'd be the next target. "Fuck him, fuck them 
both! They can fucking have each other, what the fuck do | care!" 


"Lars," Kirk whispered, but Lars ignored him. "l-l think you should go talk to him-" 
"He was gonna try and rape mel" Lars howled at him, every bit like a mad dog in Kirk's lap. "You saw it!" 


Kirk inched away as much as he could in the seat, with Lars‘ body weighing down on him. "l-I really don't think 


so, man-" 


"You saw him! Crazy fucking bastard, what else do you think he was doing, huh?" Lars yelled at him. He knew 
he was taking this out on the very person he was coming to for solace, but he couldn't help it. He knew he 
didn't have the courage or the strength to attack James the way he wanted to, so this was the next best 
thing. Just being able to get so angry about it made him feel empowered, but guilt stopped him before he 


went too far. "I'm sorry," he whimpered, and got out of the car. 


Kirk followed him and grabbed him by the shoulders before he could get too far. "Hey, come on," he urged, 
slowing him down. "Look, you're both mad, ok? | know he wasn't trying to hurt you, things just got out of 


control, right?" 


Lars stopped, but didn't look at him. He allowed Kirk to hold him, but he kept his arms crossed, cold and distant 
from him. His eyes watered as he reluctantly nodded his head. "I don't want to talk about James anymore," he 


stated. 
"Ok, that's fine," Kirk agreed, rubbing Lars’ back "What do you want to do?" 


He felt the other boy's hand soft on his back, and the sounds of the ocean roaring were soothing. For all he 
knew, James was drinking somewhere, and he doubted he was alone. Maybe tonight James wouldn't ignore one 
of the many girls that threw themselves at him. Or maybe he was on his way to Dave's, wherever that 
spitfire was these days. 


A smile on his face, Lars put his arm around Kirk's waist and headed for the beach. "I wanna have fun," he 
said, his grin widening as Kirk smiled back. He felt the thoughts, the anxieties still there as he followed the 

sounds of music and talking, as he felt the air cool from the coming night. But there was always booze to 

erase those feelings, he assured himself, and he knew that Kirk would be a very good distraction. 


He had the sudden, nagging worry that James might have gotten himself in trouble by now, but he chased 
that idea off as soon as he spotted Cliff, and the modest horde of people around him. It was like any movie 
from the bOs: a group of people sitting in a lazy, haphazard circle, passing a joint. Smoke was thick and a soft, 
light gray, drifting along with the sounds coming from an acoustic guitar that was also being passed around. 


There was even a campfire burning in the middle of this circle. As the sunlight faded, the fire's light flickered 


on everyone's faces, adding to the homey atmosphere. It was almost enough to make Lars forget about James. 


Almost everyone looked up and smiled when they saw Lars and Kirk approach. Immediately the joint was 
offered, and Lars took it, while Kirk stood by, watching him with a grin. One of the girls sitting by Cliff patted 
the spot next to her, asking them to sit down, and the people around moved to give them room. It was still a 
tight squeeze; everyone there could feel someone's ass pressing into their own from both sides, elbows 
knocking, hair fluttering in their faces. Someone would take a hit, and the second hand smoke was almost as 


thick at it was first hand. 


Someone got up to bring some beer, and that soon flowed like the smoke. The boy with the guitar kept playing, 


and several people started singing, each one in a different key, creating a wonderfully dissonant cacophony. 


Apparently everyone there were friends of Cliff. It was relaxing for Lars to not be fawned on by strangers. 
Tonight was not the night for fake friendliness and having to endure the insatiable energy of bubbly fans. So 
he was quiet as the others sang or talked or drank or smoked. This seemed to be Cliff's circle, and Lars was 
more than happy with that. When the green passed his way, he took a long, indulgent hit, and blew smoke from 
his nose as he handed it to Kirk, his smile getting wider and looser with each pass. 


"Where's James?" someone asked, waking Lars up from a peaceful trance. 


James? Lars did not want to be thinking about that. already his heart sped up painfully at the mere mention of 
his name. Anxiety clawed at him as he again wondered if he should be worrying about him. Kirk held his bottle 
to his lips, eying Lars carefully, waiting for what he'd do. No one else there was tense, as there was no reason 


to be. No one else there had a clue what had happened just a few hours ago. 


"O, he's in his room," Lars said finally, smiling warmly, and wrapped his arm around Kirk's shoulders. Kirk let 


out a sigh of relief and leaned against him. "Said he'd turn in early tonight" 
Lars caught Cliff's eyes. Cliff had a strange look, but he let Lars be. He always did. 


Letting out a soft groan, Lars leaned his head against Kirk's neck, pressing his whole body closer. The others 
went back to their smoking and drinking and singing and general enjoyment of the warm night. "We can go if you 


want," Kirk offered, stroking Lars' shoulder. 
"Not yet" 


They relaxed for a bit longer. Neither of them spoke, but they laughed at the jokes of the others, and they 
indulged in everything given to them. For the most part, they were both being ignored, and it felt very nice. In 
this casual atmosphere, Lars felt comfortable to lace his fingers through Kirk's corkscrew hair and brush his 
lips against his. 


Kirk set his beer down to hold Lars' head and kissed him back. The guitarist of the group played something 
smooth and soft while the two kissed, feeling lighter than air. Nothing to hear but music, nothing to see but 
each other's eyes, nothing to feel but each other's lips. 


Lars chortled when they finally let up, hanging his head, as if embarrassed. If anyone had a problem with what 
they just did, they weren't saying anything. All Lars got were mellow smiles when he scanned the circle. He 
took one more hit and struggled to his feet, with Kirk quickly getting up to help him. He laughed at his own 
clumsiness, falling against Kirk, who could barely hold himself up. 


"Let's go check on His Majesty," he said with a half groan, half chuckle. The sand was too deep, rocks too 
prevalent, as they made their trek back to the pavement. A few times one of them, or both, almost tripped 
over, but they helped each other stay up right. They had let each other know, without a shadow of a doubt, 
just how high they were before they even got to the parking lot. 


Lars pecked a kiss on Kirk's cheek several times, almost every time he turned to look at him, and they headed 
for the hotel with their arms all over each other. At the hotel, they took it easy, aware of people that might 
be looking, although this was just a knee jerk reaction for them both. Realizing he was suppressing himself for 
fear of what others would think, Lars put his arm right back around Kirk's waist and kissed him as close to 


the mouth as he could. Kirk blushed and grinned, fiercely embarrassed, but he didn't pull away. 


“Shouldn't hide anything like that," Lars told Kirk in a very important tone, pointing his finger, as they waited in 


the elevator. Kirk stared back, wide eyed, until they couldn't take the serious anymore and bust out laughing at 


each other. 
"0 my God, you are faded, dude!" Kirk laughed as they headed down the hall. 


Lars fell silent at James’ door. This was the fourth room, the one that was always rented out, but never used. 
It felt alien and wrong to be knocking, when it was only James in there. He had the key to the room in his 
pocket, and yet there was still the need to knock, there was still that wall there. 


"James!" he called. "Hey, open up, fucker! You in there?" He looked to Kirk, who shrugged. Lars called and 
pounded a few more times, then let himself in, with Kirk sneaking behind him. As soon as he passed the bend 
of the wall by the door, he stopped. James was sprawled on the bed, face down, one leg dangling off the bed, 
one hand on the floor, fingers at the lip of a bottle. His guitar was on the bed beside him with a broken string. 


"James?" Lars whispered, face going pale. He just stood there while Kirk rushed forward to shake James and 
call his name. Feeling like he was watching himself do this from afar, Lars ventured forward and took over the 
job of reviving James. He shook his shoulders roughly, moving James to his back, and sat on the bed beside 
him, practically on top. he started screaming his name now. Looking to Kirk with wild eyes, he yelled, "Get some 


water!" 


Kirk nearly tripped as he ran back and forth, and Lars splashed the cup of water over James’ face. The blond 
finally sputtered to life, leaning to his side to attempt to puke on the bed. A bit of water came out, but that 
was it. He tried to curl up against himself, as if he didn't even realize anyone else was there, and groaned with 


his eyes closed when Lars forced him flat on his back. 


With tears dripping from his eyes, Lars stroked James' face, waiting for him to recover. Kirk sat on the bed 
and watched, his hands fidgeting at his lap. When Lars asked for a towel, he went for it quickly, eager to help 


in anyway. He was being ignored when not ordered around, but he didn't seem to care. 
"What the fuck are you doing, James?" Lars demanded, his voice thick with tears. "| thought you were dead!" 


"Keep screaming in my fucking face and you'll be," James moaned, rubbing his eyes. His hand flopped from his 
forehead onto the guitar, making a loud thunk of bone meeting lacquered wood. "What the Hell." he breathed as 
he felt the broken string, his head slowly turning to see. "What the." 


"Forget about that," Lars said, fussing over him now. He dipped a corner of the towel in what remained in the 
cup to cool off James’ brow, and wiped the moisture of his face and neck. "Drunken bastard," he chided, but in 


a soft voice. He turned to flash a grin at Kirk, and he smiled back The tenseness was lifted. 


As Lars tried to lift James to a sitting position, he noticed one of his hands was clasped tight into a fist. "Hey, 
relax," he said, working on opening those fingers. A small, crumbled bit of paper fell out. Lars opened it and 
stared for a moment, his face hardening. Then he showed it to James, who seemed to discolor even more than 
he was. "What's this, James?" 


"Nothing," James drawled, and he swung his legs over the side of the bed with great effort. He leaned away 
from Lars, rubbing his head with both hands. "Just trash." 


"Why do | recognize this number, James?" Lars snapped, leaning closer to him. "Answer mel It's not trash, you 


fucking liar!" 


James leaned on the wall by the bedside table, and he gazed at the phone for a minute. "I don't know, Lars. 
Why don't you tell me?" he answered through his teeth. 


"Who's number is this?" Lars screamed, standing up, the bit of paper smushed in his hand. 
"You already know, why you fucking asking me?" James said, arms crossed tightly against his chest. 


As Lars started to snarl something back, Kirk got up from the bed and put his hands lightly on Lars' arms. 
"Hey," he urged in almost a whisper. "Come on, let it go, alright?" 


"No! You know who's fucking number this is?" Lars flared "Three fucking guesses!" 


"And how do you know?" James growled. "He never gave you his fucking number. Unless you found it out for 


yourself and been fucking calling him-" 


“Actually, | never did get his fucking number," Lars snapped, turning his wrathful eyes to James, who began to 
sink into the pillows, draping his arms over his face as if he could hide. "He didn't have a number to give us 
when he left" He pulled away from Kirk and smacked the phone off the beside table furiously. James jumped 
as it crashed noisily to the floor. "Asshole! Fucking.liar! | knew it, | fucking knew it! This whole time, you told me 
you never talked to him since he left, but you had his number this whole time!" 


"Please! We can talk about this in the morning," Kirk said, hanging off Lars, well within striking distance despite 
Lars‘ violence against the phone. 


"What is there to talk about?" Lars demanded of Kirk. "You, you start a fight with me, James, you attack me 
and give me that fucking sob story about how much you love me and wish we could be together and all happy 
and shit, and you-" he paused, turning away to rub the running tears from his cheeks. When he turned back 
to continue, his voice was choked, his eyes beet red. James’ shoulders slumped and he refused to look at him. 
"You go and call Dave! | guess | mean that much to you, huh? So sad to see you so broken up over what 
happened, huh?" 


James sat up on the bed and glared. His face was ashen, moist with sweat, and his eyes were red. "| hung up 
before he could answer," he said, emotionlessly. 


"A likely fucking story," Lars exclaimed, crying openly now. He threw the bunched up paper at James' face, 
yelling, "Here! Fucking take it!" 


"| won't call him again-" 


"No! Go ahead!" Lars said with dramatic sarcasm. "You don't need my permission, James. | don't give a fuck 
what you do anymore! Go ahead, fucking call him, go see him and tell him what a bitch | am, go on! Pack up 


your shit while you're at it, go live with him for all | care! It's what you want, isn't it?" 


James sat taking this like a little kid being yelled at. His red eyes leaked tears, and he answered in a small voice, 


"No." 
"No? No, you don't want to live with your precious Dave?" he goaded. 


"Lars! For fuck's sake," Kirk said. "Leave it to the morning, for God's sake!" He turned to James and added, 
"Look, he's fucking high off his ass right now, James, he doesn't mean any of this-" 


Lars broke away and gave James a vicious slap across the face. Kirk stood back, hands to his mouth, shocked, 
while James didn't even bother to turn his face back where it was before it was slapped to the side. 


| know about you and him, James," Lars hissed, hands shaking at his sides. "And | don't give a fuck anymore." 
Shaking, he grabbed Kirk by the arm and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him. 


"What the fuck?" Kirk demanded as Lars jabbed his key into the lock of what his and James’ room. "That was 


uncool, man" 


Lars lifted his face to give Kirk a defiant, daring look, and thrust the door open He waited before entering, and 
Kirk shook his head, grumbling under his breath as he walked in, as he was expected to. As Lars rinsed his 
face in the bathroom, Kirk said from the bed, "Even if what you suspect is true, you're being a real hypocrite 


about it" 


Lars went over to the bed, eyes blazing, and Kirk flinched. "No matter what we do with each other, | have 
never let myself be taken away from him," he said, passion shaking his voice. "If me and him haven't been 
spending time together, that's his fault! It has nothing to do with us. Don't fucking call me a hypocrite because 
you don't have a clue, Kirk. You don't know what it was like for me when Dave was here, taking James away 


from me." 

Kirk frowned. "Don't you think he feels just as jealous as you did?" 

"This isn't about us!" Lars yelled. "This is about him and mother fucking Dave, Godamn it! Me and James were 
fucking together before Dave ever came along, but as soon as he got in the picture, it was like.like | never 


existed! You don't fucking know how it was! And fucking Dave's gone, but not for James, it's like he never left!" 


Kirk looked down and sighed. "So you got with me because you weren't getting what you wanted with James," 


he said sadly. 


Lars began to say something, but stopped in a sputter. He sat on the bed next to Kirk and grabbed his hanas. 
"Nol" he said. "No, it's not like that-" 


"Look, just be honest with me, ok? Just tell me the situation I'm so fucking confused by all this, it's.it's giving 


me a headache." 
Lars gave him a hard look, tightening his grip on Kirk's hands. "You don't want to know," he said. 


"It would make me feel a whole lot better to know where | stand," he said, squeezing his hands back. "I doubt 


whatever you say will make me want to end whatever it is we have." 


Pursing his lips, Lars explained, "I didn't think you'd last, ok? That's the fucking truth. Since you first got here, | 
had the crazy fucking idea to get you to kiss me, and that was it. | thought you were cute. | couldn't tell if 
you were gay or not, but | guess | made a bet with myself to see if | could turn you that way." He looked 
down, his drying bangs hiding his eyes. "For me." He looked back up to see Kirk's unsure frown, and forced 
himself to continue. "| didn't tell James about us kissing that night, and didn't plan to, because | didn't expect 
anything out of it. | figured we'd play around a bit and then that'd be it. there'd be nothing to tell” 


"So James isn't ok with you doing anything with anyone else?" 
Lars laughed dryly. "No. He's just as jealous as me, although a lot less." he trailed off, rubbing his nape. 
"Violent about it?" Kirk suggested. He stroked Lars’ back and smiled softly. 


Lars smiled back sheepishly. "Ya. Well, at least he's never been violent with me about it" He let out a heartfelt 
sigh, wanting so badly to snuggle in Kirk's arms, but afraid to with what he had revealed. "I'm-l'm sorry, Kirk. 
l-I lied to you from the beginning. | honestly didn't intend for us to..to go anywhere, you know? That's why | 


never told him, and when he asks me about it, | just tell him it's nothing, that we're just fucking around." 
"Are we?" 


Lars looked up and met his eyes, his own stinging. "I love him, Kirk," he moaned, his voice breaking. "I love him 
so much. He broke my heart when he went after Dave, and it hasn't healed since. I've-I've lost him, Kirk." 


The boy took Lars into his arms as he broke down. Kirk felt himself crying as well, but he held Lars tightly. "I 
understand," he said over and over, gently rocking them both back and forth on the bed. He gently held Lars’ 
face in his hand, stroking his hair with the other, and gazed into the pained, agonized face. "And I'll understand 


if we can't do this anymore." 


Lars' eyes snapped open. "No! No, don't say that. Kirk, | know | said | didn't expect anything before, but that 
was before! | need you, Kirk" He stroked Kirk's face, pleading him with his eyes. "Maybe | was trying to get 


something from you | couldn't get from James. | don't know! | don't want this to stop, please, whatever this is." 


"We're friends," Kirk said. "First and foremost, we're friends, right?" 

"Of course! And look, you-you don't have to be faithful to me or any of that stuff if you don't want to..” 
Let's not worry about rules right now, k?" Kirk said softly. "Let whatever happens, happen" He sighed, feeling a 
weight lifted off him, and lay down on the bed, with Lars lowering himself down beside him. "I'm really fucking 
tired." 

Lars smiled, stroking Kirk's face. "Me too." 


eR 


Deep in Los Angeles, in a rather noisy house, the phone rang. Ten rings and still no one picked it up. Finally, 


almost a minute later, someone snapped it up and barked, "Ya?" 

Instantly recognizing that voice even from just one syllable, James demanded, "What are you doing tomorrow?" 
He asked this quickly, to force himself to stay on the line this time. His heart beat mercilessly as he waited 
for the other person to respond. 

"What? Who is this?" 

Impatiently, James grunted, "You know who this is, fucker." 


Another painful pause, and then, "How'd you get this number?" 


"You fucking gave it to me, asshole. Remember? The Slayer show?" There was another pause, this one much 


longer. "Hello?" 
"Damn. | must have been fucked up. | don't remember that." 


"Who gives a fuck what you remember," James flared, his fingers squeezing the handle of the phone. But there 


was far more excitement in him than anger at this moment. "Are you free tomorrow or not?" 


"How long's it been since | last saw you?" the soft voice on the other end drawled, a touch of hurt in it. 


"Why'd you wait so fucking long to-" 


"Dave, please!" James interrupted. "Just.shut up, please." He sighed and felt his eyes moisten "I need to see 
you, don't fucking ask me why, don't bust my Godamn balls about not fucking calling you! Can you make it 


tomorrow or not?" Another long pause, and James shouted into the phone, "Hello?" 


Dave laughed. "Calm down, dude. I'm still here. Why not tonight? The party's dying down over here. | could use 
the distraction" 


James let out a haggard sigh, feeling the pounding of his head torture him. He was lightheaded despite the pain. 


"l-I better get some sleep, man" 
"You can sleep over here," Dave chuckled darkly. 
"Fuck you," James sighed and rubbed his eyes. "Can | call you tomorrow?" 


“Sure. I'll send Junior off on some errand that'll take all fucking day," he said, and James could practically hear 


his slimy smirk. 
"Junior..? 0, right," James muttered. "Alright. Call you tomorrow," he said, then added, "Thanks." 


"Ya, ya, douche bag. Go to sleep, you're delirious over there!" Dave hung up before James could say anything 


else. 


James wrapped himself up in his blankets, his busted guitar at his side. He didn't get to sleep any time soon. 


